PHILOMENE.

N   fweet   April,  the   meffenger   to

May,
When  hoonie  drops,  do  melt  in

golden ihowres,
When   euery   byrde,   records   hit

louers lay,
And wefleme windes, do fofter forth

our floures,
Late in an euen, I walked out alone,
To heare the defcant of the Nightingale,
And as I ftoode, I heard hir make great moane,
Waymenting much, and thus Ihe tolde hir tale.

Thefe thriftles birds (quoth Ihe) which fpend the day,
In needleffe notes, and chaunt withouten skil,
Are coftly kept, and finely fedde alway
With daintie foode, whereof they feede their fil.
But I which fpend, the darke and dreadful night,
In watch and ward, when thofe birds take their reft,
Forpme ray felfe, that Louers might delight,
To heare the notes, which breake out of my brefle.
I leade a life, to pleafe the Loners minde,
(And though god wot, my foode be light of charge,
Yet feely foule, that can no fauour finde)
I begge my breade, and feke for feedes at large.
The Throflle fhe, which makes the wood to ring
With fhryching lowde, that lothfome is to heare,
Is coflly kept, in cage: (O wondrous thing)
The Mauis eke, whofe notes are nothing cleare,
Now in good footh (quoth Ihe) fometimes I wepe
To fee Tom Tyttimoufe, fo much fet by.
The Finch e, which fmgeth neuer a note but peepe,
Is fedde afwel, nay better farre than I.
The Lennet and the Larke, they fmge alofte,
And coumpted are, as Lordes in high degree.
The Brandlet faith, for fmgmg fweete and fotte,
(In hir conceit) there is none fuch as Ihe.